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BLIND-MAN’S—BUFF. 


LIND-MAN’S-BUFF is my name. 
B Do you know how to play the game ? 
First shut your eyes, then open me, 
And you shall see — what you shall see. 


BUTTERFLIES. 
een blossoms, honey-laden, 


Fluttering earthward, floating high ; 
In your soft hands, little maiden, 
You may catch us if you try. 
So I would, you pretty things, 
But that I might hurt your wings. 


A LITTLE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 


Follow us, for we are going 
To a garden far from here, 
Where the loveliest flowers are growing, 
And the streams are crystal clear : 
You shall see the golden fishes 
Leap towards the golden sun; 
You shall have your golden wishes, 
If you follow, little one. 
Oh, if that could only be! 
But you fly too fast for me! 


A LITTLE PILGRIM S PROGmess: 


““ Baby has just entered Toddledom.” — Extract from a little girl’s letter. 


FIRST STAGE. 
STEP or two on Mother's knee, 
A With little hands of baby glee. 


SECOND STAGE. 
With active feet in woollen hose, 
He next along the carpet goes; 
While Nurse, the trav ller, bending o’er, 
Supports him as he ‘ takes the floor.” 


THIRD STAGE. 
Of Nurse’s hand, for first time free, 
He takes three steps to Mother's knee ; 
Within a ring — to save alarms — 
Made by two pairs of outstretched arms. 


FOURTH STAGE. 
With wav’ring gait and elbows out, 
Before Nurse knows what he’s about, 
He staggers to the nearest chair, 
Holds it, and stands triumphant there. 


Kneel two yards off, and bid him come — 
“See! Baby's entered Toddledom !” 


EE, Baby, see, 
Birds o’er the lea, 

What will they bring to you, 
baby, and me? 


One bird a bonnet, 
Two birds a gown, 
Three birds a penny, 
Four birds a crown ; 
Five birds a scolding 
When we get home, 
Six birds some dinner, 
So don’t let us roam. 


IN NURSERY LAND. 


N nurs’ry land when all is quiet, 
Instead of laughter, noise, and riot, 
There’s something wrong, I always find 
Some mischief brewing in the wind ; 
And so I peep around the door, 
And sometimes see upon the floor 
A little busy-body soul, 
With pinnie full of dirty coal ; 
Or Master Tom and roguish Sam, 
With little fingers in the jam ; 
And Meg, that naughtiest of girls, 
Just cutting off her golden curls ; 
Or p’raps a bunch of children small, 
Picking the paper off the wall. 
In nurs’ry land when all is quiet, 
Instead of laughter, noise, and riot, 
There’s something wrong, I’m sure to find 
Some mischief brewing in the wind. 


PUSS AND HER THREE KITTENS. 


UR old cat has kittens three : 
What do you think their names should be ? 
One is a tabby with emerald eyes, 
And a tail that’s long and slender ; 
But into a temper she quickly flies, 
If you ever by chance offend her. 
I think we shall call her this — 
I think we shall call her that: 
Now, don’t you fancy ‘‘ Pepper-pot” 
A nice name for a cat ? 


One is black, with a frill of white, 
And her feet are all white fur too. 
If you stroke her, she carries her tail upright, 
And quickly begins to purr too. 
I think we shall call her this — 
I think we shall call her that : 
Now, don’t you fancy ‘‘ Sootikin” 
A nice name for a cat? 


One is a tortoise-shell, yellow and black, 
With a lot of white about him: 
If you tease him, at once he sets up his back; 
He’s a quarrelsome Tom, ne’er doubt him ! 
I think we shall call him this — 
I think we shall call him that : 
Now, don’t you fancy ‘“ Scratchaway ” 
A nice name for a cat? 


MY “DOLLY. 


HAVE a little Dolly, 
| Who can neither 
read nor talk, 
And so I try to teach her 
The proper way to walk. 
So every day I take her 
A little tiny way ; 
I think if I am patient 
She'll walk quite well 
some day. 
Indeed, she will be clever, 
But then you know 


the ryhme — 
All clever things are done, dears, 
A little at a time | 


THE SNOW MAN. 


HE flakes are falling round him, but he heeds not as he stands 
And looks across the meadows, like a monarch o’er his lands. 
No fences brown, no grasses green, no colors are in sight, 
The country of this Snow-king is a realm of dazzling white. 


His arms, two withered branches, stick from out his sides of snow, 
His mouth is half-a-dozen berries in a row ; 

His cheeks are shapeless, and his eyes two cinders; while, for crown, 
He wears a battered hat, from which the icicles hang down ! 


See how the birds come tamely down, and flutter to his feet, 
And search the ground for scattered seed, or dainty crumbs to eat ; 
He seems to them a kind old man to let them venture near, 
For they are sweet and innocent, and so they know no fear. 


BABY BROTHER. 


HIS is my little baby brother: 
He often cries and makes a bother. 
But he’s my little brother, 

And I wouldn't change him for any other. 


He often tumbles from his cradle, 

Spills his pap, and breaks the ladle, 
Slaps my cheeks, and pulls my nose, 
And gives me little but kicks and blows. 


In fact, a regular Turk is he ; 

He worries me out of my life, you see ; 

But I know the world would be sad and dim 
Without my little brother Jim. 
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SNAPP 


When I to seven years old had 
grown, 
My dear devoted Pappy 
Gave me a dog to call my own, 
At least I called him ‘“ Snappy.” 


Each day when lessons all are 
‘done, 
I hear his rappy, rappy, 
As though he'd say ‘“ Now come 
and play, 
And don’t forget your Snappy.” 


Then off we go among the 
flowers, 
And spring-trees fresh and 
‘sappy, 
And play at hide-and-seek for 
hours, 
He is so sharp, my Snappy. 


And when I’ve had enough of play, 
And feel I’m growing nappy, 

“You go to sleep,” he seems to say, 
“And 1 will watch,” says Snappy. 


He nestles down, his tail all curled, 
His faithful heart quite happy, 
He is the dearest in the world, 
My little darling Snappy. 


ROCK-A-BY. 


OCK-A-BY, rock-a-by, Dolly’s afloat 
Out on the sea in a big wicker boat ; 
When the boat creaks I’m afraid we may be 
Thrown to the bottom of nursery sea. 
Rock-a-by, rock-a-by, sweet little wind, 
Rock the boat gently and we will not mind. 


Rock-a-by, rock-a-by, dear little Sis, 
I’m glad you can rock us as nicely as this. 
Tip the big boatie from side unto side — 
Dolly’s enjoying her wonderful ride. 
Rock-a-by, rock-a-by, sweet little wind, 
To sail when you rock us we never shall mind. 
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A GALLANT ARMY. 


GALLANT little army — 
Just four strong! 
See, here they come, with beat of drum! 
March, march along! 
Harry is the officer, 
And Katie is the band, 
And Dick and Rose keep time with her, 
And march in manner grand! 


O gallant little army ! 
Just four strong, 
We're not alarmed, though you are armed ; 
March, march along ! 
For Harry’s sword is made of wood, 
Dick’s lance is just a pole ; 
And though they march in hardihood, 


They wouldn’t hurt a soul! 
\} 


W ASHING=DAY. 


PLENTY of water, and plenty of soap, 
And a long piece of string to make a clothes-rope ; 


A handful of pegs, and a little round tub, 
And two busy lassies to rub and to scrub. 
‘We're two little lassies, so happy and gay, 
For ‘ Where there’s a will there is always a way,’ 
And soon we'll get over this big washing-day.” 


Two little dollies sat down in the sun, 

And wondered whenever their clothes would be done: 
‘Dear little Mothers, we fear you do wrong; 

We're all catching cold, you have left us too long. 

If ‘Where there’s a will there is always a way,’ 

We're sure you might find us some clothing to-day, 
Then we, Zittle dolls, can be happy and gay.” 
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BABY MAY. 


ABY is three 
years old; 
And Baby, 
as I’ve been told, 
Was very naughty 


one day, 


And selfish in her play. 
She toddled away with her picture-book, 
And wouldn't let even her brother look 
At the ducks and horses and pretty trees, 
The scarlet letters, and A B C’s. 
__ She gathered her playthings all, 

Her dolly and worsted ball, 
And gathered beside, on her forehead fair, 
Something which should not have been there — 
A terrible scowl which stole away 
The pretty face of our Baby May. 

So with playthings and frown 

She sat her down, 

Way off in the corner, 

Like “ Little Jack Horner ;” 

Only May didn’t have any pie, 

But she came nearer having a cry — 

This cross little maiden May, 

So selfish and naughty at play. 
But the others played merrily on, you see, 
Till May was lonely as she could be ; 


BABY MAY. 


And so she pondered and thought awhile 
Whether it wouldn't be best to smile, 

Instead of frowning the minutes away, 

While brothers and sisters were busy at play. 
So, little by little, the dimples came, 

Till May grew as sunny and sweet as her name ; 
And oh, the kisses came thick and fast, 
When the little feet came toddling, at last, 
Over the floor; while a sweet voice said, — 
‘Baby May wants to hide her head, 

‘Cause she’s solly as she can be. 

Won't somebody come and play wis me?” 


THE LITTER CLOVIS: 


TRAVELLED one day thro’ the rain and the cold, 
| From the gay streets of London to Stow-on-the-Wold ; 
And I sighed to myself, ‘Twill be dreary and cold, 
A regular desert, at Stow-on-the-Wold.” 


But a sweet little couple I happened to meet, 

Going for a ride down the long village street ; 

And I own that it zeed not 
be dreary or cold, 

At the veriest desert like 

Stow-on-the-Wold. 
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~~ ITTLE Miss Buttercup, in her gold frock, 

e os s L Peeped through the hedge at a tall Hollyhock, 
Xe. And wished she was lovely and stately and gay, 

s And grew in a flower-bed over the way. 


Hollyhock grumbled because she was tall, 

And had to grow straight ’gainst a hot sunny wall ; 
‘““T wish I were short,” said the poor Hollyhock, 
‘And danced on the grass in a pretty gold frock!” 


A merry young brownie sat under a tree: 

Not stately, or golden, or pretty was he. 

“Tt’s odd they complain,” cried the mad little elf, 
‘For I can’t help laughing, because I’m myself.” 


ELEREE BOY-BLUE. 


ITTLE Boy-blue had twenty-three 
Pretty white baa-lambs out on the lea. 
Little Boy-blue, what will he do? 
Says he can only find twenty-two. 


Little Boy-blue’s been blowing his horn, 
Calling the lost lamb since early morn. 
Little Boy-blue, what will he do ? 
Farmer will scold — 

I’m sorry, aren’t you ? 


Little Boy-blue,why, can’t you see 
Standing behind you is twenty-three ? 
Little Boy-blue’s 

as blind as a bat, — 
Wonders what 

we are laughing at ! 


ANGELICA cAP-FONES. 


CRAB was he of high degree, she met him on the Strand. 

‘“ Good-evening, little miss,” said he, and offered her his hand. 

“T’m not a little miss,” she said, in most indignant tones : 
‘““My name is Miss Angelica— Angelica Ap-Jones.” 


With that, a dark, deep hole she made upon the shining sand, 
And put the crab in with her spade, and covered him with sand ; 
She put him in, she piled it high, and heaped it up with stones, 
And danced upon it furiously — Angelica Ap-Jones. 


ANGELICA AP-JONES. 


’ 


“Oh let me out!” the crab did pray: ‘I die if here I stop.’ 
But wildly still Angelica kept dancing on the top. 

“Oh let me out!” a lobster said: ‘you'll rue it if you don't.” 

She only whacked him with her spade, and shouted, ‘‘ No, I won't!” 


And fainter grew the pleading tones, and higher rose the sea, 
While Miss Angelica Ap-Jones kept dancing heedlessly. 

It rose, it rose above her toes, it rose up to her chin: 

Alack! Alack! the piteous plight Angelica was in. 


The moral of this story is not hard to understand: 

Don't bury crabs and lobsters when you meet them on the sand, 
Don’t dance upon them furiously, don’t cover them with stones, 
Or you may get a ducking like Angelica Ap-Jones. 


Alas! but the journey was long, 

And folks kept directing us wrong ; 

Our naughty shoes somehow would 
stray 

Wherever the worst puddles lay. 

So here we are back once again, 

All weary and cross, in the rain. 


Tide Chai 
OF THE WEATHER. 


H, please can you 
tell us the way 
To the Clerk of 
the Weather ? 
They say 
He can stop 
all the rain, 
if he will, 
And drive off 
the mists 
from the hill, 
And make the 
sky sunny 
and blue, 
And let out the 
butterflies, too! 


The weather-glass hangs in the hall — 

Why, it’s rising to “fair” after all; 

And look! there’s the sun smiling 
out, 

And a butterfly sailing about. 

Good Clerk of the Weather, he knew 

Quite well, zwzthout us, what to do! 


MY LITTLE SUNBEAM. 


HERE’S a wee little girl, and I know who, 
With a curly head and sweet eyes blue, 
Who climbs each night to her mother’s knee, 
And asks, ‘“‘ Mamma, does you love little me ?” 


This dear little girl is fair and sweet 

From her golden head to her dancing feet ; 
And the cheery voice of my little pet 

Is music the heart can ne’er forget. 


All day long while the sunbeams last — 
Till the beautiful daylight all is past — 
This little sunbeam shines for me, 

As bright as a sunbeam ever could be. 


But when the shadows of night fall down, 
And dress the earth in sober brown, — 
Ah, then the birdies fly home to rest, 
And snuggle down in their own soft nest. 


And the wee little girl with eyes so blue, 

And hair so golden, and heart so true, 

Climbs lovingly up to her mother's knee 

And coaxes, ‘““ Mamma, does you love little me?” 


CHERRY CHEBKS: AND OSES: 


HIS is Granny’s birthday, 
That is why I’ve come 
To bring her all these roses, 
We have such lots at home. 


The road was rather dusty, 
And I am rather small, 

But Granny’s pleased to see me, 
And that makes up for all. 


Tiredness doesn’t matter 
When my granny speaks. 
“Thank you for the roses! 


Thank you, Cherry Cheeks.” 


IN MISCHIEF. 


ELL, I declare, this kitten small, 

\ \ Is playing with a woollen ball, 
That was so nice and straight before 
She pulled it all about the floor. 


Oh! I must tell you, little kit, 

This ball of wool was made to 
knit 

Warm stockings fora girl or boy, 


And was not meant for kitten’s 
toy ; 

And grandma will be sorrowful 

When she comes back and 
wants her wool. 


Cherry Cheeks and Roose. 


“A FLYING KISIT. 


UT on the grass, three kits at play 

Were greatly startled one fine day ; 
For with a hop, skip, and a jump 

Right in their midst a frog came, plump. 

The largest kit asked with a ‘‘ mew,” 

What sort of animal are you? 

You're not a bird, you're not a rat, 

And mice aren't green, and wet like that. 

The frog he answered with a smile ; 

“ll tell you if you'll wait awhile, 

I am the very frog, you know, 


Who one day would a’ wooing go — 
You've heard the tale; You havnt? Well, 
I hav’nt time to stop, and tell 

How it all happened so, Adieu! 

I hope I’ve not been keeping you.” 

With that he hopped off as he came 

And left the kittens to their game. 


MINNIE’S CALCULATIONS. 


AID Minnie with pride, Alas for our castles! 
As she counted her chicks, How soon they all slip! 
When they've grown a bit bigger The cat ate one chicken, 
I'll sell all the six. And one got the pip; 
And as each. ought to fetch And while mourning their brother 
At least half-a-crown, And sister, the four 
I can quite well afford me Were crushed by the carter-boy 
A new Sunday gown. Slamming the door. 


Don’t reckon your chickens But I think that this other 
Before they are hatched, Deserves to be told : — 

Is a proverb some fancy Don’t count on their value 
Can never be matched. Until they are sold. 


e4 MORNING ‘RIDE. 


THIS is the way we ride to town, 
In a blue silk bonnet and white silk gown, 
And a brand new carriage that’s painted brown, 
On a fine summer’s morning! 


Now, first we'll call on Miss Lucy Grey, 

At Doll's House Villa over the way, 

And ask if they're all quite well to-day, — 
This bright and sunny morning! 


Then spend an hour at the candy shops, 

And fill our pockets with lollipops, 

Sweet barley sugar, and chocolate drops, 
This bright and sunny morning ! 


Then home we'll go, at a rattling pace, 
Round Sideboard Corner and Hearthrug Place, 
With laughing eyes and a rosy face, 

This bright and sunny morning. 
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TOY SOLDIERS. 


E’RE only wooden soldiers, and our uniform is paint, 
Our legs and arms are jointless, but our hearts are never faint. 


We have military feelings, and we’d scorn to run away — 
As the little boy who owns us had to do the other day. 


Though our faces have no features, yet we turn them to the foe ; 

We are constant to our posts (or pegs) — we can’t be more, you know; 
And whatever kind of army landed here from foreign parts 

It could not strike alarm into our noble wooden hearts. 


But Johnny’s only flesh and blood — he’s not so bold and grand, 
He has two jointed legs, and not a peg on which to stand, 
And in the orchard, yesterday, when Mother Goose said 
Onackes 
Johnny said not so much as “ Boo!” but simply turned his 
back. 


His mother ran and scared the goose, Johnny 
went in, all pale, 

The goose went cackling out with the 
humiliating tale — 

But p’raps it’s easier to be brave if 
you are made of wood, 

And your legs are more important 
when they're made of flesh and 

blood! 


PUSSY S 
‘BATH. 


T’S bath-time, Pussy-cat — Mew, mew, mew ! 
For once we'// wash you — J] and Sue; 
Mew, mew, mew !— you're washed every day, 
But your mother washes a different way. 


Rub with the bath-towel — Mew, mew, mew / 

It's all for your good, if you only knew — 

Mew, mew, mew! You look very queer ; 
Perhaps cats are things that won’t wash, my dear. 


We once washed Toby — Mew, mew, mew ! 
We lathered him well, and we nursed him, too — 
Mew, mew, mew ! Well, I can’t deny 
He looked better than you 
when we got him dry. 


So, back to your mother, 
then — Mew, mew, mew ! 
She'll wash you, and make you 

as good as new — 

Mew, mew, mew ! 

She'll wash you for hours ; 

And perhaps her way 
zs better than ours. 
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PIEAVEELEOUAS: 


SHOULDN'T like to play all alone, like the 
| poor little children in books, 

Though I make myself look sad sometimes 
like them, and peep in the glass just to 
see how it looks. 

But really I have a very nice time, although 
I’m the only one, 

Because my three kitties are such good com- 
pany, and we do have splendid fun. 

that’s the 


Before they came I had only Polly 
parrot —and my pony, Dick; 

But Dick will never play at anything, and 

ies Polly's temper is — well — rather quick. 

Then my kitties came — and, oh, what games we play! 

Though they never will play in the real, old-fashioned way. 

If it’s races, they stop in the middle and look round ; 

And if it’s tea-parties, they will drag their cake out of their plates on to the 
ground ; 

And if it’s hide-and-seek, as long as I’m hiding they look for me, and play the 
game quite right ; 

But when it’s their turn, they pop their little round heads up directly I come 
in sight, 

And so Lalways find them directly — which, 
you know, isn’t at all the game. 

But they're dear little kits, and I think they 
do their best all the same, 

And I know I enjoy myself twenty times 
more than I did before they came. 
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GOOD-NIGHT, DOLLY. 


OME, good-night, my Dolly, dear! 
It is bedtime, — do you hear ? 
“ Little girl must go to bed!” 
That is what my mamma said ; 
But I guess, I really do, 
Dolly, dear, mamma meant you : 
I’m not sleepy, so you see 
Mamma couldn't have meant me. 


Now the little nightie. O 

Dolly, sweet, I love you so! 

Now, good-night! Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
I see nursie coming here ; 

I’m afraid, to tell you true, 

Mamma did mean me —not you. 
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MY DOLLY. 
Y Dolly’s getting quite 


grown up: 
She drinks tea every day 
Out of a wee, blue china cup, 
In quite a lovely way. 


And Kitty comes and has her 
tea, 


We call it that, you know : 


It’s really milk, because you see, 
She likes it better so. 
When Kitty’s done, she always sits 
And washes all her fur ; 
I don't think many little kits 
Are good and clean, like her. 


THE OMNIBUS. 


HO wants to go to London town ? 
The fare is an orange 


or half-a-crown. 

It’s time we were start- 

ing —we're full in- 
side, 

But up on the top the 

dollies can ride, 

Can ride to Londons 

town. % 
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THE SWING. 


3 ING, swing! 


Laugh and sing ! 
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OeSAIRE The sins shining on everything. 
High, high! 


Up to the sky 
“*® Catch at the leaves as the swing goes by. 
i The birds swing always on twig and bough, 


As we two people are swinging now. 


Drop, drop ! 

We're going to stop! 
Sit still, pretty !—be quiet, Pop ! 

You don’t suppose 

That dear sister Rose 
Will drop you out of the swing as it goes ? 
Sit still, little baby, and look up too, 
And see the bright leaves 


with the sun shining through. 


y, 
Push off! So! vA 


Up we go! e 
The bough creaks loudly as we swing to and ie 
fro ! 
The birds don’t fear, 
Though we come so near ; 
They know the swing will not stop up here ; = 
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It goes down to the grass and up to the tree, Vasco cae 
And it won't stop still till we've gone to tea! 


CHOOSING 
of PROFESSION: 


HEN Robin’s a big man 
what will 
Wee Robin be?” 
So he peeped half afraid 
From a cosey little nest that in mother’s gown he'd made, 
Our plump rosy Robin he peeped out and said, — 
“A soldier I will be 
To fight the enemy, 
But Father and Mother won't you come along with me?” 


“And I'll fight, fight, fight for Mother and for you. 
‘But if you are killed?” ‘“ Then I'd fly 
Up, up above the stars, oh so high, 
"Till I came to Our Father on His throne in the sky, 
And pray to be instead 
Of a soldier all in red, 
An angel all in white to keep watch beside your bed.” 


TWO AND TWO. 


WO and two, two and two, 
da There’s nothing like us up at the Zoo. 
We've horns and wings, 
And tusks and tails, 
And humps and trunks, 
And shells and scales: 
A fine procession we are to view, 
Nicely walking all two and two! 


Two and two, two and two, 
You'll walk with me if I walk with you? 
I’ve some horns, 
And you’ve a hump: 
One can butt, 


The other can jump. 
The children call me a nice kind Moo : 
Pray, sir, tell me what folks call you ? 


Two and two, two and two, 
Some black, some brown, some yellow and blue; 
While side by side | 
wep Their wives of wood 
Go Shem and Ham, 
And Japhet good. 
But children, somehow, there’s none of you — 
Perhaps you cannot walk two and two. 
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Till Ns eile (CULIPINIG TS. 


HO has been kissing my wee little girl 
Out in the meadow to-day ? 
Who has been tangling each soft golden curl 
While she was busy at play ? 
Who has been tearing the dainty white dress ? 
I call on the culprits to come and confess. 


Down came the Sunbeams so merry and bright, 
And danced in the pathway along: 

“Oh! we kissed your baby with loving delight, 
And who dares to say it was wrong? 

‘Twas the deep, laughing dimples in cheek and in chin 

That enticed us to snuggle our kisses within.” 


Then rustled the Breezes, and whispering they said : 
‘We tangled your darling’s soft hair ; 

We frolicked so lovingly round the young head, 
And toyed with the curls bright and fair ; 

And we'll do it again, should she come in our way, 

For there’s nothing we love like a baby at play.” 


And who tore the dress? The Bushes around 
All lifted their blossom-wreathed arms: — 
‘‘ We watched her come trippingly over the ground, 
And we trembled with sudden alarms 
Lest the darling should vanish ; and we loved her so 
That we caught her wee dress, and would not let her go.” 
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